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“No—no! I was listening. Please go 
on."

But apparently he has grown tired 
of his own voice, for he says: •

“Well, that's all, X think."
1 “Then let us make for the cove,” 

says Hal, with a long breath of en
joyment. “We’re not going hack, Mr.
Vane. The cove lies around to the 
west.”

“We haye brought some luncheon," 
explains Jeanne. “Hal always gets so 
hungry.” ' .

“Oh.” remarks Hal, “only me, of 
course! and we generally run into 
that little cove there.”

“All right,” says Vane, turning to 
his sail, and presently, with a master
ful sweep, Jeanne brings the Nancy 
Bèll around, and and they pass swift
ly Into the sheltered nook.

Vernon Vane' lowers the sail, seizes 
the hawser, and jumping into the 
shallow water, draws the boat onto 
the sand.

Hal hands out a suggestive-looking 
basket, and then Jeanne, standing on 
tiptoe, prepares to leap, but a strong 
hand is laid on her own.

“You will get your S»et wet,” says 
Vernon Vane; “and this Is not the 
summer time.”

And he lifts her by the elbows on 
to tte dry sands.

Then Hal extracts from the square 
basket, first a packet of sandwiches, 
then more slowly, and with some im
portance. a tempting pie.

“Which," he says, with a grin, “I 
found straying about the pantry. 
There’s a bottie of claret for you. Mr.
Vane—Uncle John put it in with his 
compliments—and there’s a lump of 
cake for me, which I shouldn't have 
got if aunt had guessed the pia was 
in the bottom of the hamper.”

Jeanne laughs as she spreads a 
email cloth on the pebbles.

“Hal appears to be trying his hand 
at the pirate and smuggling business 
in real earnest,” said Vernon Vane.
“Yes, I’ll take some pie, though the 
receiver is as bad as the thief.”

Jeanne also vouchsafes to share 
rHal’s spoils, and presently the sea
gulls look down wondefingly at these 
three young people who can sit and 
eat their luncheon in the open air, as 
if it were really summer time.

Hal is not the only one who is hun
gry, and a fashionable belle would 
have looked at Jeanne's hearty lunch 
with wonder and envy. But there is no 
London belle here. Hal is too much 
occupied to pay any attention to any 
one but himself, and Vernon Vane is 
the only one to criticise Jeanne’s ap
petite. He, lying against a rock, does 
watch her covertly, watches her with 
enjoyment and admiration which are 
something more than artistic. Upon 
him falls the spell of which he was 

’consèioüs last nighty Is it her beauty' 
that moves him so, or her innocence 
and unwordliness ? Should he, if he 
were to go back to that world which 
he Jias forseworn, forget her?

As he asks himself the question,
Hal lays down the knife and fork and 
looks around at the sea.

“There’s a stiff breeze springing 
up,” he says, “and it begins to feel j 
cold.”

“We must be going,” says Jeanne, 
looking up at the sky, which has been 
gradually growing "overcast by little 
fleecy clouds.

Empty dishes do not take long to 
pack, and in a few minutes the ham- ] 
per is on board ; but while they have ! 
been lunching, the? sea has been creep
ing upon them, and the Nancy Bell 
lies in deeper-water.

“Jump on my back, Hal," says Ver
non Vane, and he deposits the boy on 
the bow and comes back for Jeanne.

Jeanne looks at him and then al the 
water. “I will carry you,” he says.

She hesitates a moment, then he Name 
lifts her as easily as if she were a 
child, and strides toward the boat.

For a moment, before he sets her 
lightly down in her place at the helm, 
he pauses. Jeanne’s arm is round his 
shoulder, and her sweet, young face 
is close, very close to his. He has
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I “J have almost become convinced 
1 of that,” he answered, in a low voice; 

“at least, that there is no harbor for 
me.” *

A woman of the world would have 
uoderstoood him, or have divined his 
meaning, and would have blushed and, 
turned away; but Jeanne, child-wa- 
ID33 only as yet, neither blushed nor 
turned away, but sat leaning forward 

1 and looking at his handsome and 
rather sad eyes, with a gleam of won- 

1 der in her clear, musing ones.
He" looked at her for a moment, 

then he pulled a short pipe from un
der his jersey.

■ “Is this permitted, Commander 
• Jeanne?”

Jezvnne nodded.
. “Ah, now you’re a complete fisher

man, Mr. Vane!” exclaimed Hal, kick
ing up his legs. “Jeanne, I wonder 
what the Honorable Mr. Fitzjames 
would say if he could see us now!”

Vernon Vane ldpked at Jeanne for 
her answer.

“What should’ he nays?” she'asked, 
quietly, without a trace of embarrass
ment, and Vernon Vane looked back 
at Hal, with a gleam of relief*m his
eyes.

“He’d be horrified,” said the boy. 
“I’ll be bound he’s no sailor. He’d be 
ill, Mr. Vane, for a pound. Those aw
ful swells always are; they haven’t 
knocked about as you have, Mr. Vane: 
I’d like to see the honorable in a jer
sey and high boots. Jeanne, it would 
be awful fun to get Maud and Geor
gina on board one day when the wind 
is blowing a bit fresh; they’d turn 
queer.”

But Jeanne merely smiles at this 
truly comic picture of the Misses 
Lambton’s discomfiture, and Hal re
turns to the pastime of kicking his 
heels and staring at the sky.

“Tell us some more about the South 
Seas and the wreek, Mr. "Wane,” he 
says presently, and Vernon Vane 
good-naturedly complies.

It does not amount to much—his 
recital—but somewhow he manages to 
bring before them, as readily as if 
he were painting a picture, the incid
ents of a long voyage, the strange 
birds and flying fish, the low-lying 
islands and their inhabitants^ and the 
terrible storm which sent their yacht 
scudding on to the reef and destruc
tion; it is not much; he does not 
mention himself more than once or 
twice, but the boy lies motionless, 
wrapped in a delightful awe; and 
Jeanne—well, Jeanne silently watch
es the handsome face, -and drinks in 
the deep, low' music of the voice with 
the thirsty greediness of her young 
heart.

Everything about, this stranger, ly- 
ing so cozily and naturally at her 

ifeet, with his head resting on lils arm, 
and his dark eyes, now glancing into 
hers, is strange and wonderful. The 
feeling that came over her last night 
when he played that sweet music, 
takes possession of her now, when 
suddenly he stops, and says:

“But I am tiring you?”
She starts with an unwonted dash 

of color in her beautiful face, and 
says, shyly:

Better a Peasant
Than a Peer
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CHAPTER VII.
IN A STIFF BREEZE.

“What re mai us of her >s nnck on 
a coral reef in the South Seas.”

“Wrecked!”' ejaculated Hal; “and 
were you on board, Mr. Vane?”

Vernon Vane nods.
“My!” sighs Hal, enviously.
"Don't envy me,” says Vernon Vane, 

with his short laugh; “a wreek is a 
very Interesting thing to road about, 
but it is the most uncomfortable 
nuisance imaginable in reality, Hal. 
There’s no romance in sailing in a 
cockle-shell of a boat half full of 
water, without sails or compass, and 
with three loaves of bread, a quart of 
fresh water, and a box of sardines be
tween nine men. I used to believe in 
wrecks until I had one on my own 
account, and I’ve lost faith in their 
jollity now.”

As he spoke he looked at Hal, but 
Jeanne leaned forward, listening in
tently, and although her eyes were 
lowered, her mind was hard at work 
and as full of wonder as Hal’s.

Who and what was this mysterious 
stranger who seemed to have had 
such experience, and to be possessed 
of such varied talents. Artist, music-' 
ian, sailor; what else would he prove 
himself to be?

“You did not tell us anything of 
this last night,” she said, dreamingly.

“Did I not?” he said, turning on his 
elbow and looking up at her;- ‘I did 
not think it would interest you, or I 
would have done so. Besides, running 
a yacht on a coral reef does not re
dound to my credit, and you might 
have refused to permit the presence of 
such an unlucky sailor on board the 
Nancy Bell.”

Jeanne smiled.
“I did not think you would come,” 

she said.
“And I knew that I should," he 

said, coming a little nearer to her, 
but still keeping a wary eye on the 
sail. “I could not have refused, though 
perhaps it would have been wiser,” 
he added, almost absently.

"Do you think I shall run you on 
a reef, then?” said Jeanne, naively.

“You may,” he said, looking up at 
her intently;' “but not on a reef off 
this coast—there are other reefs than 
Newton Regis owns, Miss Jeanne.”

He spoke half-jestingly, but the 
smile that slightly curved his lip was 
a grave one.

Jeanne looked at him musingly, in
nocently. jn

“Then you had better come and take 
the helm,” she said.

He shook his head.
“No, I am a bad pilot,” he said. “I 

am too fond of drifting; I have been 
drifting all my life, until I drifted 
into Newton Regis harbor.”

“There is no harbor at Newton 
Regis,” said Jeanne, still innpcently, 
but a little puzzled by the hidden 
meaning in his words.
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Royal Authors,
NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-

The Queen of Roumanie, who is dog, less than a greyhound, with 
rehearsing her own play, is the lab- white under his breast.” 
est in a long list of Royal writers The most successful royal writer
which includes David at one end of was undoubtedly Henry VIII., for his 
time and George V. of England at polemic against Luther, extended the 
the other.

And between tho reputed psalms of 
King David and the collected speech
es of King George there are to be 
found royal writers, dabbling in every 
kind of authorship from classical 
poetry to “ad.” writing.

James I. of Scotland, who wrote a 
poem that has become a classic, oc
cupies naturally the most consider- 

On his way
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Jewelled heels for shoes can be had 

in many delightful designs.
It the waistline is not very low it 

is a little higher than normal.
An evening toque ot-metal cloth is 

topped with puffs of jade tulle.
A French novelty plush, Imitating 

monkey fur, is for fringe and borders.
High funnel-shaped collars are 

seen on many of the French dresses.
A redingote street costume of brown 

duvetyn has a vest of morocco red.
Soft gathers, htp sashes and side 

trimmings are features of the winter 
mode.

Charming blue-and-whfce-checked 
ginghams are trimmed with rlckrack 
braid.

Sports skirts of white Canton crepe 
are worn with dark duvettyn coats.

One evening gown combines silver 
lace with rose and yellow mousseline.

Semi-tailored cults and coats are 
•emartly finished with kid and leather 
trimmings.

Street dresses generally have long 
sleeves which flare in bell shape at 
the wrists. Â

BRAVE, THETHE GREAT, THE

|23mEP! These are the great; the men who 
never ask

More from this life than strength to 
meet their task;

The patient, willing toilers day W
Who** serve to keep their children at 

their play; ,
These are the ration’s builders ant 

her pride—
Men who stood fast when cowards step 

aside.

These are the brave : the men who 
day by day

Have much to do and not so much to 
say;

The quiet ranks of men who bear the 
weight

Of burdens heavy and the blows o' 
fate,

And yet keep on, some little gain to 
make—

Not for themselves, but for their
loved ones’ ^ake.

These are the wise; the men who fini 
delight

In children’s laughter and their love 
each night,

In the rich treasury of a friendly fe*>
And pleasures which need not be ever 

• new,' ’
Who follow humble ways of toil and 

mirth—
These are the wise and happy of the 

. earth. I

60 Years
able place in, literature, 
to France to be educated he was cap
tured, and held prisoner in England 
for eighteen years. His captivity 
was not too rigorous and gave him 
opportunity to read Dan Chaucer and 
to fall In love with Lady Joan Beau
fort, a combinattion of events that 
made literature the richer by his 
finely-wrought love poem, “The King’s 
Quair."

His household, too, was a nest of 
royal staging birds. Three of his six 
daughters became; famous; Marguer
ite, married to a neglected Dauphin, 
wrote FrehCll rondeaux; Isabel,

But unfortunately, courtiers have 
often been too kind to kings, and 
have ascribed to them credit which 
a more critical world has refused. 
Ftor instance, just after Charles I. 
was Bbheaded there appeared “Eikon" 
Basilike,” which he was said to have 
written whilst in prison awaiting his 
doom; but the prayers and devout 
meditations were the work of John 
Gauden, Bishop of Exeter, “to vindi
cate the King’s wisdom, ■ honour, and 
piety”!

Louis XIV. also allowed to be pub
lished a work of which he was sup- 
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posed to be the Author, 
whose hands it fell handled it with 
tact as well as truth, for his critique 
yan: “If -this work is by His Ma
jesty, it is above criticism ; if it is 
not it is beneath notice.”
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